A dealer be, and be us'd, well or ill:

His apples kindle, his leaves force of conception kill.

A mouth, but dumb, he hath; blind eyes, deaf ears,

And to his shoulders dangle subtle hairs;

A young Colossus there he stands upright;

And, as that ground by him were conquered,

A leafy garland wears he on his head

Enchasd with little fruits so red and bright,

That for them ye would call your love's lips white;

So of a lone unhaunted place possest,

Did this Soul's second inn, built by the guest

This living buried man, this quiet mandrake, rest.

No lustful woman came this plant to grieve,
But 'twas because there was none yet but Eve,
And she (with other purpose) kill'd it quite;
Her sin had now brought in infirmities,
And so her cradled child the moist-red eyes
Had never Shut, nor slept, since it saw light:
Poppy she knew, she knew the mandrake's might,
And tore up both, and so cooPd her child's blood.
Unvirtuous weeds might long unvex'd have stood,
But he's short liv'd

that with his death can do most good.